EXTREMES MEET

The great golden sun was glancing up through the
columns of the temple j the bird-shell sky of dawn was
turning to the soft velvet of a summer's morning. Long
tenuous shadows were outflung everywhere. Clustered
sea-birds were glittering on the beach. Back in the court-
yard the engines of the cars clattered in noisy preparation
to be gone. Followed a whirr of wheels that gradually
died away to an exquisite morning stillness, and on the
limpid air stole the perfume of roasting coffee.

Was Queenie in that stale Pension or here at Mira-
mara ? He tapped on the door. There was no response.
He opened it and saw her lying huddled on the couch.
Horror seized him that von Rangel, supposing treachery,
had paid his account.

" Queenie! " he cried in agony.

She turned slowly, and with white face and eyes which
still held the darkness of the night in their deeps she looked
at him woefully.

" I was trying to make him stay, but he must always
be going," she sighed.

u Queenie, I want you to come and talk to a friend of
yours."

" Not to Arthur," she shuddered, " No, please, I am
not wanting to talk to him now. He is never again for
me to love. He has told me himself how he cannot love
me, and I think for me to love him would be so silly. Oh,
yes, I would love him if he could be with me always. But
how must I love some person who is not at all there ? It
is very difficult, I find."

" Well, we'll forget all about Arthur," Waterlow said,
and he was not quite able to keep the satisfaction out of
his voice. " Do you remember Stavro last night ? "
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